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NEW YORK AS A FIRE RISK.

E disaster it turns fiercely upon the State Industrial Commis-

sion and the Five Prevention Bureaus and demands protection
against such tragedies,

The city is entitled to every safoguard tlhat law can provide and
inspection enforce. But does it ever examine itself eritically as a
fire risk ?

We ol find fault with the authorities and expeot them to do
things we won't do for ourselves,

One of the great difficultios with New York from the point of
view of fire prevention is ite total lack of structural symmetry.
Nothing is built to fit. A skyscraper adjoins not a skyscraper but a
shed. A factory intrudes between a church and a school house. A
costly club snuggles up to a garage or a livery stable. Fireproof
tuildings stand next to tinder boxes. Gas honses go where they
please,

In ehort, architectural adjustments are so decentric and impossi-
ble as to defy intelligent regulation. Uniform rules for fire exits or
roof escapes are hopeless where roofs fail to correspond by s dozen
ttories and buildings outclimb each other like woeds.

The city has stuck to the belief that every man must be allowed
to build as he chooses. The result is an architectursl huddle. It
may be wonderful in ita way, but there is no use expecting too much
of it.

In Parie and Berlin fire laws fit buildings adjusted to one an-

other. In New York they must cover a chaos,
Humor has it that Tammany is resighed to Mr. MoCall's
fate. We are not surprised. Tammany's rule ls that the Tam.

many man in offics shall behave himself so that the others
won't have Lo.

PONDERING PREPAREDNESS.

'.INDICATIONS that the President’s national defense programme

will have the support of a majority of the nation’s legislators, as

shown by The World's canvass of Congress, are not weakened by
the fact that not every Senator nor every member of the House is
ready to commit himself.

Preparednc® as an imperative issue has been but a brief time
before the country., Remembering this, the smount of definitely
stated opinion elicited by The World's querics is beyond what might
fairly be expected from eautious members of Congress out of school
hours. “I have been tod busy trying to save my crops to pay much
attention to the Administration’s naval plans,” declares Representa-
tive Helgesen of North Dakots—which expresses the state of mind
of many conscientious citizens.

From now on, however, there is no escaping the question. COon-
gressmen must study it. The country must ponder it. According to!
sound American methods, we shall thresh it out with the militarisis
on the one hand and the milksops on the other. '

In the end the indomitable good sense of the nation can be
counted upon to stand on middle ground and get its way as it has
before—even with Congress,
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A Britisher going home to enlist climbed aboard the Ameri-
can liner 8¢. Louls with tweo tendnch sticks of dynamite in hia
lugsage. He hoped Yo demonstrate an easy way to dig trencheas.
Uncle Sam will talk it over with him firet.

BOOKER T. WASHINGTON.
WITH the death of Booker T. Washington the negro populs-

tion of the United States loses the best leader and educator

it ever had. The country loses the man who has done

more than any other to make the liberated negro of the South a welf-
respecting worker and citizen.

This generation hailed Mr. Wiashington as the most sincere and

VERY time the City of New York i# vieited with s factory fire!
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The
Stowaway,

| apening of the hatchway,

! The thing wana tlcking,

' Internal machine.
1

| firat oMeor he met.

|
Invostigation was made at onee,

LT T T

because of the sins of one,

ert Payson ‘l‘g@r;hnno

| Coprright. 1015, by the Prese Publishing Co.  (The New York Veeniue World),

l No.73. THE LAZARETTE OF THE HUNTRESS, by

W. Clark Russell.

ILLTAM PEPLOE, a country clergyman's son, found himself, bne
dsy In 1833, penniless and forlorn, on the East India doeks in
He was alone fn the world
He had but one ambition
he had heard thers were fortunes to be made
But he had no way of getting to Ansiralla

"he was {gnorant of the sea he eould not hopa to work his passage, 8o Be
stood looking upward at tha huge bulk of the 1,40040n frigate-bullt ship
Huntress, which was to st out for Sydney, Australia, the same afternoon,
carrying the colony's now Govvernor and s swarm of lesser dignitaries lm!‘ »

| “I'm just out of wour lazaretts’
“whera T've saved the ahip from having her stern blown out!"

He was dragged to the Captaln's cabln, and thers he told his story,
The stowaway's repor! was proved true,
Meploe vividly desceibed the tian he had seen in the
The deacription fitted one John Howland, &

= att
[ A Plot ’ L:::;Il;:N"’“F”r
Frustrated. J ment too late, .

e had no trade nor pro-
to zot out to Australis, whers

11e %84 ns money, and as

At & wateraids tavern that Aay Peplos chanced to meest a sallor, Jem
Baclk, who accoated him as an old friend.

Peploe recognized the man a8 A

Jem was now under-steward aboard the
| Huntrees. Peplos begged for a chance to mail on the outgoing ship. Jom,
| for old times’ sake, finally offered to atow him away in the Iazarette, pidding
Mm keep out of sight until it should he too Iate to put him ashore.
Accordingly, when the HMuntreas left port she carried ons unlisted and
fnvisible pasasenger, Mr. Willlam Peploe.
provisioned) by Jem Back, he had crawled through
a trap door forward of the stern cabin's bulkheads and
into the hold, whers he harked hia ahina over sharp
* edgen of eargo hoxes that seemed to move toward Mm
from all aldea through the dense hlacknoas

Poplos found his way o n recess hehind soma eanke. whers ha prepared

to walt untl] 1t ahould be safe 1o venture forth,

| eanvas bag of biscuits and the water bottles that Jem had given him,
about him was impenetrable and {[l-amelling darkness,

Huntress got under way, moasicknoss wna added to his stock of miseries,

After a time the tired stowaway fell asieep,

Gulded (and

There ha sat, clutching the
All
Presontly, as the

Ho was awnkensd by the

Bome one was coming {nto the lararette. Poploe
peered from hehind the easka and held his breath,

The newcomer moved atealthily, Peploe saw him close the hateh behind
him, then flash a buliseye lantorn from side to slde as if axploring the place,
| The man was pale, with grizzled beard, long halr and wildly staring eyea,
| Feploa saw him draw from his pocket a Lrass cylinder, affix a line to
it and attach the line's other end ® a hlack keg., Then the intruder drew.
| out & key, wound up the eylinder as though it were a clock and crept away,
| lsaving Peploe alone ance mores in tha lazarsttie,
' The stowawny groped forward in keen curiosity toward the cylfader,
And all at otice Paploe understood,
The line was a fuse, and it connocied with a powder Reg.
With one wrench Peploe tore away the fuse.
to the hateh and thence made hisn way to the deck, where he hailed the

It was an

Then he rushed blindly
ganped

the panic.stricken Peploe,

The Captain sent for him. But he

Howland was found Iying !n hils berth, a rasor in
his hand, his throat cut from ear to ear,

Long afterward a bottls he had thrown into the sea was picked up on &
beach in the Azores. The bottle contained a letter from the suicide mying
that he sought revenge on a Magistrate who was on board the Huntress and
who had once unjustly sent the writer to prison.

“I am wsorry,” the letter eontinued, *for the man
But that one must perlah.”

¥ who must suffer

——By Roy L.

The Jarr Family

McCardell

4] 'M sure you are going to be very
l happy In Swellington Hall"”
sald Mra, Jarr when she and
Mr, and Mrs, Hoker returned fron
thelr quest for a nest for the newly
wedded palr. Mr. Jarr had also been
along, but he did not count. He did
not count, although at the moment he
was mentally Aguring up what 4t had
cost him in taxicadb tarffs and for the
luncheon of the gquartet.

Reaching the appalling sum total In
bis mind, Mr, Jarr gave another ap-
pralsing glanoe at the vapld Claude
Hoker, bridegroom. Mr. Jarr had
consldered Claude Hoker a boob of
nature and a simp of sorts. But he
was not so sure now, for the bride-
groom had gracefully escaped the
Habilities ineurred In house hunting
de luxe,

Young Mra. Hoker almpered an
assent to Mrs, Jarr's opening re-
murk. Bui she said nothing, The fact

persuasive spokesman of his race. He steered clear of politice. Ha
wasted no time on dreams or theéories, He devoted his energies first
and last to the practical job of teaching the negro to use his head
and his muscles. But the teacher nevertheless found time to prove
himself an eloquent pleader and a most efficient money getter in the
service of the cause to which he gave his life.

Tuskegee Institute was his work and will be his monument.
Since he organized it in 1881 he had raieed its annual income to nearly
$300,000. He made it known and respected throughout the country,
He won the esteem and co-operation of college presidents and emi-
nent educators in every section.

Booker T. Washington will be remembered as & man who did
much toward solving one of the biggest problems any nation ever
faced. He tackled it at the right end. With faith.and perseverance
he tanght the negro to shape his destiny with his own hands., He
lifted him from dependence to independence.

Hits From Sharp Wits.

Many & man owes his success to his us is how the most ornery pup usuall
oreditors who cannot collect. wanagea to cop out the mp.tﬂ"t ‘1,{
. s ~Columbla State,
When first tried on prosperity per- .
feotly fita but few,
. . -

It is th favor of the optimist that
he a8 never a dead "un.—Deseret Nows,
. s .

Before he gets her he In always
ying her attentions, After he gets
be is always paying her bills.
" e .

L] L]
Agriculturs ts what collepas temch;
farming is what men do for a Uving.
- . -

Most any man is wiling to admit
| that he could have done as well as
hin more succesaful friends it hs had
L only thought n: It—Albany Journal,

- L]

There s hardly anything ons ean
Kive aunother so unwelcoms as ad-
One of life's greatost mysteries to! vice —Pltisburgh Sun.

A Joint Savings Bank Account,

To e Bditor of The Evening World: "Almo, 1f one of the two dies, doea all

. 'What isgal reader will set me right [ the money forthwith become the sole
ol these points, which may be of | property of the survivor? And can
valus and interest to others rllnnl as | #ither one bequeath the whole sum;
1 T If o husband and wifa Nave a | or what share thereof? A briaf, clear

bank acoount and bonluplr to these quaries will be of gen-

snd childless, doos the 'oral interest, I think. 8. 6 E

) v
—— A e g ~

wan thers wns one little thing that
atood In the way of tier perfect hap-
piness aa o dweller In Swellington
Hall, the high cost of living apart-
ment houmne, where her husband had
just signed a lease for a suite in
which every breath they drew would
cont them at least a dime,

Mr. Hoker gazed vacantly down
Into the atrest from the front window
of the Jurr apartment, It was a pleas.
ant late autumn day and the window
was open.

“‘Don't fidget at the window, my
darling!™ cried the bride sharply to
her apouse. "You make me nervous!"

Mr. Hoker sat down promptly,

“And don't slouch!” added the bride,
"You're getting round-shouldered!”

Mr. Hoker stralghtencd up and
hummed despairingly  under his
breath,

“And don't hum!” the bride eon-
tinued. “It's awful bud muupers in
company. Al the Bridge Club tourna-
menta nubody in allowed to hum. If
anybody hums at a bridge Wournament
all the other players rap on the tabie
Bo don't hum, Claude, my petikanns'*

Mr. Jarr regurded Mr. Hoker with
an expresslon of pity. The honey-
moon was over, Marital diseipline
was boginnlog for unfortugate pou
kans,

"And what do you think, Mrs. Jarr?
Preclous s poing to get a sult of
clothes and wanta to get a gray suit!”

Mr. Jarr glanced reprovingly at

iPrm-lou:, an though his desire for a

L Letters From the People ‘T

gray aull presaged a dormant appe-
tite for the unworthy things of life.

P and had presented an order for a sull |

of clothes as a wedding gift to the
bappy palr

"I want a gray sult”
Mr. Hoker,

murmuresd

Coporight, 1010, by the Prews Publishing Co. [The New York Eveuing Weorld),

aweatale,” sald the bride Armiy, ""We
are golng out a good deal this win-
ter, and you must get a brown auit
becauss it will match my furs. 1
have nothing to wear with your gray
suit except my old chinchilla coat.”

“PBut I have two brown sulta now,”
moaned the victim.

“Well, you ahall get another, hon,'
declared the bride. “Hrown la very
becoming to me, lan't 1t, Mra, Jare?”

Mrs., Jarr said it was, and the un-
happy newly married man moansd
ngain,

Mr, Jarr winoad, The sufferings of
the vlotim wers pitiful to see. “I
think I'll atep out for a bit of freah

air,” he sald. “Like to come out,
Hoker 1"
“Sure,” wsald the unhappy Hoker,

rining to his feet,
“Would precious leave Ita honey-

kins* asked the bride in a menacing
tone.

Honsykins dropped back into his
seat.

“Could 1 have a drink of water?”
be murmured fesbly.

“Water isn't good for you, lovey,”
sald young Mrs. Hoker quickly.
"Water ia fattening.”

“But I'm dreadfully thirsty," mut-
tered the unfortunate captive,

“Are you so selfish that you would
guzzle water when I ask you not to?"
{ngulred the bride. Here she com-
menced to weep, “Little 4id I think,"
she mobbed, “that my tootledums

would ever be so svifish!™

The bride burst into tears again,
and Mra. Jarr gave Mr. Jarr an in-
dignant glanos, Mr, Jarr gased at
the unfortunate Hoker with a oom-
passionate sigh.

The bridegroom buttorfly days were
all over now,

He was getting the discipline moted
out to all married males. Hin wife

Reflections

|

of

a Bachelor Girl
By Helen Rowland

keeps her origin dark.

avold a discussion,

before.
{luterests any man.

Copyrighi, 1918, by cie Prose Publisbing Co, (The New York Evealog World),
SIGNB that the honeymoon s over:

When he kisses her with his hat

on his head, his eye on the clock and his hand on the doorknob.

A selt-made man may brag about his “maker’; but s self-made beauly

The greatest miracle that could happen to any woman would be to be
made love to by just one man in a way nelther to shock her with it aud-
denness nor to wear out her patlence with its Inertia, as

After & few vyears a husband never forgets to klas hin wife every
moruing and evening, but by that time he would do anything on earth tq

Suddenly falling out of love gives you that same deadly sickoning
sensation as being in an elevator that stops with a joit.

The woman who broods over her husband's past fiirtations is as
foollsh as the man who weeps over the bottles he emptied the night
It isn't what he's had, dearle, but what he HASN'T had that

No man was ever ao hald that & woman couldn’'t make him blush with
ploasure by remarking what a pretty color his halr must have been.

When your husband telephones that he is “dving to ses you and will

his pocket.

do his best to break away from & business appointment in time to get
There was no bluff about the new |home for dinner, BUT"—— you may safely let the mald go off, and pre-
money go to his relatives or to herst | "Ult. The bride's uncie was a tallor |pare for a long, qulet evening of undisturbed repose, because he has
already reserved a table, and has the tickets for the girl-girly show in

—————

Klan:

- ——

A combination of curiosity, sentiment, lip-salve, sachet, long
“But you oan't have & gray eult, practice and stale cigarettas,

.

e —

Mr. Jarr Watches the Crushing
Of One «“Bridegroom Butterfly.”

1 The Woman Who Dared

By Dale Drummond

CHAPTER XVI.
URING the days following the

D park Ineident I had thought
much of my part in it. Carefully

I looked back to the first time I had
met George Lat!imore, and In noth-
ing could T blamo myself. I had not
told Haskall, Fle had not come In to
dinner, and the longer 1 thought
about it the more I feared he might
not understand or belleve how utterly
unprovoked the inwult, as I considered
it, had been. Unless 1 had further
cause for complnint, I felt it was
wiser to keep atill,

In the shining lateness of the after-
noon I returned from a call upon Mrs,
Larkin, A great friendship had grown
up betwesan us, to ich Haskall
mnade no objections, I started up the
steps Just as a4 man turned <o come
down. | paused, startied. The dark
eyes of Erie Lucknow gazed down
At me.

[ made the rest of my way up, al-
mont frightened at the wave of glad-
nesas that ruahed over me,

“When dld you return? How do
you do!™ I sald inanely, as 1 took his
outatretched hand,

“I camo back only this morning.™

He made no excuses for coming to
pea me, 1| was glod that he did not.

“Won't you come in7" Jamea had
opened the door,

“No, thank you, 1t is late. 1 have

was tanderly noting his every desire
and then denying it to him!

L ]
Pop's Mutual Motor
By Alma Woodwerd
O it MR, T o
T was not until Ma had carved and
merved Pop that she moflced the
little, fllckering asmile playing
about his Ups, It was not a healthy
enille—Iit was oryptic and gullty. It
riled Ma.

“Now what have you gons and
done? she aaked suspicioualy,

“I'm amiling becauss to-night I'm
folng to make some real money out
of the car—first blood—asaT"

“What! You're golng to sell it after
you prevented me from doing it last
woek 7" gasped Ma lndignantly.

“Of course not. Why should I want
to sell something I can make money
on?"

"I don't undersiand you,” declared
Ma coldly, *Don't try to make a good
story of It because you alwaya forget
the polnt. Just tedl tects and'—

“Hilly Muasters lves in Bwamp
Hills," Inwrrupted Pop. “He's

Lought his house—he oan't wesell—so
he's gotta stoy there., Three months

| ugo tone big stuff of a Mayor of Swamp

Hills got hold of & plece of one of
the engines of the Maine. He had a
| granite pedestal bullt and inscribed
and put it up ut w crossronds Dear
Hilly's houss, all worked round with
an iron fence. ‘e thing bas Billy's
goat—it looks llke the Hd of an old
coal range, and all bls frisnds give
him the ha-hia when they see (L. Ho
he's paying me 310 to go up there to-
nlght in the car and kidnap the relic.
Then, what will be the consternation
0f the town when they wake up In
the morplng wud find vhat some one's
elopsd with the scrap lron!*

“Stop chuckling!" commanded Ma,
“Are you crazy or only simple? Do
you want to be prosscuted by law?
Lo yuu want 1o be fined and falled
wud get your naimne into the papers as
o common thlef?"

“Don't be foolish,” pacified Pop.
“It's o lark. Up in a hole like Bwamp
Hills who's around after dark? Folks
K0 to bed at 8 P. M. I'm earning
ten dollars and Billy's gratitude. Be-
side that 1 have some fun, Who'll be
there to catch mae?"

Just then the phone trilled im-
periously. Pop went to ansawer It

“Oh, It's you, Jim?" Ma heard him
say. "Wall, if you want to make a
date for to-night, I can't—got one al-
rendy

Arrested? Fifty dsllars balll Want
me to come up with dit—where? Bwamp
Hilia?  What'd
Using & cut-out? Gee! Motoreyclo
cop on every corner—all night ser-
vice—out for suckers—for the love of
Fote you don't say! All right, Jim,
I'ltl speed it up with the fifty.
Goodby.™

“l wonder whethar
| “saying Bwamp Hills
as the tomb after W

mused aloud,
wis as silent

too!"

forty to the bad,” murmured Ma.

they get you for? |

Bllly Masters
was trying to double cross me,'” he !l

o'clock? All for & meaaly ten apot, |

been here before, enrlier in the after-
noon. 1 will call to-morrow, §f I

may.'’

W hen Haskall come in 1 waa asleep,
In the morning I told him of my oall
on Mrs, Larkin, and of mesting Erie
Lucknow, who had-refurned, on the
slops.

"g'hllt'l right! go to Mra. Larkin's
nll you want to, Tho old man may
ba of use to me, He's the ahrcwdest
man of my &acqualntance. As for
Lucknow, he gan keep awny."

Just then the telaplions rang, a
very unigeual thing at that time In

the morning. As Haakall made no
move | answered it,
“Yas, this s 1819, No, Mr, Bur-

rougha s still hare.
to speak to him?"

Comright, 1018, by the Prem Publishing Co, (The New York Prening World),

Would you lks my Nemesis—
(To Be Contln.

Haakall snatched the rece m'
P nty iver
m;what rlns_t' ululrlo hy.ou to listen to

F messages”? 4 ve this phon
disconnected!” he stormed. Then: .

“Heallo! Yes. this la Burr m
u'houél t‘}‘lnt? I don't qu.lit’ou' '?
atand. o8, at eleven. All right
Good hy " ; :
mlt had besn & woman who ealled

m

Nn'mher of us apoke ain
warlnbnt the breakfast mﬂ.. -

“I have Lo go downtown merm -
Ing, Haskall,” I cnmm::um
bering my good resolutions and
;n:c.:‘o n%aok 1:: if nothing had

ned, *“Could you mest some-
whers for luncheon?™’ me

-"h:n.t l!m.n an engagement.”

“Not If we had a late luncheon?"
recalling that he had mentiomed ,I'l
o'clock,

“Drdn't 1 tell you I had an
ment!® Then, “"A woman's
&t home. Eat your luncheon hera®
home?" I lut‘!m. IAI.I}““ “.ﬂ

asked, quietly,

nfr;l:ll lg look at h?m. idhgh

"She has no husb " HasleaM
plied. ahortly. g o

;'Bo aha takes other women's™

wWas porTy the mom sald
But 1 had allowsd mrnﬁﬂ: hﬂl‘
in false hopea again, and so was
stung into replying foolishly,
Haskadl” 1 continued, “you pe-

member, I told you I must have
friends, people, both men and womaen,

plaoe e

who were congeninl, who v
I intend to have them, I “lﬁll:;:.-:.
that shonld you coms home and find

them here you

you not neglect
nothing for others;
my loneliness no lo

He mads no reply, but
plar that 1 had taken a st

aort,

All the morning T was uneasy.
appointment of eleven n'clurl}:' ﬂtt:

eannot say I have dens
anything without talling you..

mo 1 should ears

but 1 can endure
nger* .

I waa hap-

and of peme |

aome woman meant probably that he

whs golng to
luneheon,

tako her somewhars to
I tormented myself with

the thought that 1t might be Made-

laine Arnott,
with the |dea th:
and hi

I had become obsassod
al she wis lo prove

1)

Doliars and Sense
By H. J. Barrett,

A Simple Plan Which Changed the Mental Attitude of This Office Forees,

the normal fodividual work
in roeamonable amounta 1a as
necesanry as food Im maln.
taining » heaithy and happy frame of
mind,” said an executive who s a

Hay, what's tho matter with | keen student of human aature. “Ree-
your volee, It sounds awful funny? | peation loses Ma zest unless indulged

11 sparingly as a change from work.

“But for work to exert ita benefi-
cant effect the worker must feel that
it ia of real vilue; that he Is accom-
plishing something worth while. This
Is wihy the perfunctory efforts exerted
In & gymnasium fall as a subaltute
for uscful labur,

‘“Hence many workers 1in minor
capacities lack interest In their la-
bors,

“This was & condition which pre- ‘nlche they ooe

me,
toosk Nno Interest
cause the
futlle,

"I wt once inst
by the clerks
the plant In
the
the
cle, And the
fdl this activit

BTl s

“The change in thelr nttitud
AmMazEpg. They began to see th::: t::.
were very useful cogs 4

wheel of indusiry,
their desks with o
offorts counted In 1l
things,

Iy improved; they

the clock; they falt tll.lt‘!“;;1!?::;u;.‘la
uMed might be amall

vailed in our office up to & couple of | It was Indispensable

“Fifty minus a posslble ten equals years ugo.

“After devoting some thought to the

And this time SHE smiled cryptioally, | problem & simple solution ocourred to

operation developed, 1 wonder that
I never realized the val v
years before” £ 0. . -

The membors of
n their
work seemed pointless and

nlled a system where-
Woere conducted thre

manufasture of our prod
raw material 1o the

irown connection wit
¥ wus mide olear, A

They returned <to
foeling that their
® Ereat schome of

"“The quality of the

Ir wark prompt-

A opitit of eo.

the office force
lavks Be-

b ugh
They followed

uot from
finlshod netl-

In the great

- ——— s
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